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the midst of roses, or the soft sweet accents of an angel's whisper in the bright, joyous dream of sleeping innocence. Duluth! 'Twas the name for which my soul had panted for years, as a hart panteth for the waterbrooks. [Renewed laughter.] But where was Duluth? Never, in my limited reading, had my vision been gladdened by seeing the celestial word in print. JLaughter.] And I felt a profound humiliation in my ignorance that its dulcet syllables had never before ravished my delighted ear. [Roars of laughter.] . . . I rushed to my library and examined all the maps ... but I could nowhere find Duluth! Nevertheless, I was confident that it existed somewhere, and that its discovery would constitute the crowning glory of the present century, if not of all modern times. [Laughter.]
I knew that if the immortal spirit of Homer could look down from another heaven than that created by his own celestial genius, upon the long lines of pilgrims from every nation of the earth to the gushing fountain of poesy opened by the touch of his magic wand ; if he could be permitted to behold the vast assemblage of grand and glorious productions of the lyric art called into being by his own inspired strain, he would weep tears of bitter anguish that, instead of lavishing all the stores of his mighty genius upon the fall of Ilion, it had not been his more blessed lot to crystallize in deathless song the rising glories of Duluth. Yet, sir, had it not been for this map kindly furnished me by the Legislature of Minnesota, I might have gone down to my obscure and humble grave in an agony of despair, because I could not nowhere find Duluth. [Renewed laughter.] Had such been my melancholy fate I have no doubt but that, with the last feeble pulsation of my breaking heart, with the last faint exhalation of my fleeting breath, I should have whispered, "Where is Duluth?" [Laughter.]
Originally the Duluth area was Sioux and Chippewa country. The French explorers came in early, and in 1679 Darnel de Greysolon Sieur du Lhut raised the French flag near where the city named for him now stands. But not for 138 years did a white settlement become permanent in the region, when the well-known German immigrant John Jacob Astor set up a fur trading post on the St. Louis River.
Mesabi: Iron on the Range
From Duluth, through the courtesy of officials of the ^Oliver Iron Mining Company, I drove to Hibbing to look briefly at the Mesabi Range (sometimes this puzzling word is spelled Mesaba, and sometimes Missabe, as in the name of the railway serving it).2 Again, let me allude to the tranquillity, the remote sylvan calm of this area. Then reflect that this is the essential heart of the steel industry of the United States. From these gentle meadows and serene hills comes, basically, the wealth of General
2 Cf. Iron Brew, by Stewart H. Holbrook, p. 91.